Lord, Whose Love in Humble Service
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1 Lord, whose love in hum-ble ser - vice bore the weight of hu-man need,

Still your chil-dren wan-der home-less; still the hun - gry cry for bread;

3 As we wor-ship, grant us vi - sion, till your love’s re - veal-ing light

Called by wor-ship to your ser - vice, forth in your dear name we go,
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who up - on  the cross, for - sak - en, worked your mer-cy’s per - fect deed:
still the cap - tives long for free-dom; still in grief we mourn our dead.
in  its height and depth and great-ness dawns up - on our quick-ened sight,
to the child, the youth, the a - ged, love in liv-ing deeds to show;
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we, your ser - vants, bring the wor - ship not of voice a - lone, but heart;
As you, Lord, in deep com-pas - sion healed the sick and freed the soul,
mak-ing known the needs and bur - dens your com-pas-sion bids us bear,
hope and health, good-will and com -fort, coun-sel, aid, and peace we give,
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con-se - crat - ing to your pur-pose ev-'ry gift which you im - part.
by your Spir - it send your pow -er to our world to make it whole.
stir-ring us to ar - dent ser - vice, your a - bun-dant life to share.
that your ser - vants, Lord, in free-dom may your mer - cy know and live.
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Canticle of the Turning
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1 My soul cries out with a  joy - ful shout that the
2 Though I am small, my... God, my all, you . .
3 From the halls of powr to the for - tress tow’r, not a
4 Though the na - tions rage from .. age to age, we r1e -
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God of my heart is  great, and my spir - it sings of the
work great. . things in me, and your mer - cy will last from the
stone will be left on stone. Let the king be - ware for your
mem-ber who holds wus  fast: God’s  mer - cy must de -
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won - drous things that you bring to the ones who  wait
depths of the past to the end of the age to be.
jus - tice tears ev-'ry ty - rant ... from his throne.
v - er us from the con - quer-or’s crush -ing  grasp.
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You fixed your sight on your ser - vant’s plight, and my
Your ver -y name puts the proud to  shame, and to
The hun - gry poor shall .. weep no more, for the
This sav. - ing  word that our fore - bears heard is the
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weak-ness you did not spumn, so from east to west shall my
those who would for you yeam, you will show your might, put the
food they can nev - er earn, there are ta - bles spread, ev-’ry
prom - ise which holds us bound, till the spear and rod can be
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name  be blest. Could the world be a - bout to turn?
strong  to flight, for the world is a - bout to turn.
mouth be fed, for the world is a-bout to turn.
crushed by God, who is turn - ing the world a - round
nu Refrain . . .
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My heart shall sing of the day you bring. Let the fires of your jus-tice burn.
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Wipe a-way all tears, for the dawn draws near, and the world is a-bout to  turn.



Refrain

.

Text: Thomas O, Chisholm, 1866-1960

Music: FAITHRFULNESS, William M. Runyan, 1870-1957
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Great is thy faith-ful-ness! Great is thy faith-ful-ness! Morn-ing by
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morn-ing new mer-cies [ see; all I have need-ed thy
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hand hath pro - vid -ed; great is thy faith-ful-ness, Lord,un-to  me.
N h . 25
S i H:’J'EFE
7 | I | ' ' ' J — F
, .

Text and music © 1923, ren. 1951 Hope Publishing Company, Carol Stream, IL 60188. All rights reserved. Used by permission.

Duplication in any form prohibited without permission or valid license from copyright administrator.



How Firm a Foundation
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1 How firm a foun - da - tion, O saints of the Lord,
.2 “PFear not, I am  with you, oh, be not dis - mayed,

3 “When through fi - ’ry tri - als your path - way shall lie,
4 “Through - out all their life - time my peo - ple shall prove
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18 laid for your faith in Christ Je - sus, the Word!
for I am your God and will still give you aid;
my grace, all - suf - fi - cient, shall be your sup - ply.
my sov - ’reign, e - ter - nal, un - change - a - ble love;
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What  more can he say than to  you he has said
Il strength - en you, help you, and cause you to  stand,
The flames shall not hurt you; I on - ly de - sign
and then, when gray hairs shall their tem - ples a - dorn,
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who un - to the Sav - ior for ref - uge have fled?
up - held by my righ - teous,om - nip - o - tent hand.”
your dross to con - sume and your gold to re - fine”
like lambs they shall still in my bo - som be borne”
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Oh, for a Thousand Tongues to Sing
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1 Oh, for a thou-sand tongues to sing my great Re-deem-er’s praise,
2 My gra - cious Mas - ter and my God, as - sist me to pro - claim,
3 The name of Je - sus charms our fears and bids our sor-rows cease,
4 He speaks,and lis-t'ning to his voice,new life the dead re - ceive;
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the glo - ries of my God and king, the  tri-umphs of his grace!
to spread through all the earth a-broad the hon-ors of your name.

sings mu sic

in the sin-ner’s ears, brings life and health and peace.

5 Look unto him, your Savior own,

the mourn - ful, bro-ken hearts re - joice, the hum -ble poor be - lieve.
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6 To God all glory, praise, and love
be now and ever giv'n
by saints below and saints above,
the church in earth and heav’n.

O fallen human race!
Look and be saved through faith alone,
be justified by grace!

Text: Charles Wesley, 1707-1788, alt.
Music: AZMON, Carl G. Gliser, 1784~1829; arr. Lowell Mason, 1792-1872



